THE ENGLAND  OF  CHARLES   II

hill; then, setting spurs to his horse, crossed the

ferry to Tilbury (where the delays attendant on

tide and a leisurely waterman kept him champing

for nearly an hour) and hastened through the

Essex lanes to Chelmsford and thence over the

downs to Cambridge and Huntingdon, where he

rested his horse.   An hour later he was mounted

again and, galloping up the Great North Road,

miraculously reached York the same afternoon,

where, after changing his clothes, he repaired to

the bowling-green and, singling out the Lord

Mayor, made a small wager with him on the

fortunes of the game, being careful to ask the

time as  he  did  so.   All  which  subsequently

proved an irrefutable alibi, and not only earned

the highwayman, whose name was  Nicks,  a

triumphant acquittal but a private interview with

His Sacred Majesty King Charles II, who was

entranced by the whole story and endowed his

prudent subject with the  sobriquet of "Swift

Nicks."6

At Gravesend, a little snug town of watermen's
houses, one took the ferry for London. Here
outgoing ships were forced to anchor for a last
visit from the Customs officials, and there was
always a fleet of vessels riding in the road. With
the tide in one's favour, one could reach London
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